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	1. Chapter 1

_This is a story with Samantha in it! If you don't know who that is, read Enduring Life. _

_Disclaimer: I do not own Half Life. Only Sammy. _

**Sammy's day out**

Samantha paced the floor, humming a low tune out of boredom. She had been cooped up in her small bedroom all day, unable to play outside. Her mother had given punished her for yesterday's little "accident". She smiled, remembering the excitement of that little adventure. Now, she was confined to her room for the rest of the day.

With a groan, she plopped onto her small bed. This was excruciating for her. She wanted to go outside and run around. Even the makeshift toys strewn around the floor found no interest to her.

Sammy suddenly sat up, remembering the little trick her dad had taught her. She looked over at the small vent above her dresser. A devious grin passed her face as she quickly threw on some jeans and a white tee shirt. Her short, jet-black hair was pulled back, sticking out like a rooster's feathers. She climbed the dresser and tugged at the vent, pulling the metal grate out of it's socket.

She looked down the dark tunnel, hesitating before crawling in. It was pitch black inside and dusty, but after a few minutes on hands and knees, Sammy came across the next vent opening. She peered through the slits of the grate, spying a long concrete hallway. She gently pushed the grate out, trying not to make any noise. The grate slipped out, allowing the little girl to rest it on the floor. She then crawled out of the hole and dropped to the ground, giving out a small impact noise.

As soon as she picked herself up, a small 'boop' sounded behind her. She spun around and gave out a small groan of frustration.

It was D0g, who was ordered to watch the child. The large robot stared like an annoyed mother at the five-year-old girl. He gave out a small noise, pointing towards the door that lead back to her room. She rolled her eyes.

"D0g, I don't want to go back. I'm tired of sitting." She whined. "I want to have an adventure."

D0g cocked his head to the side quizzically. He then pointed back at the door. The girl scoffed.

"Can't I just stay out here for a few minutes?" D0g shook his head. She looked down the hall, trying to think of an excuse to stay away from her room. "Um, I need a drink of water. I'm really thirsty."

D0g thought for a moment, then reluctantly started walking towards the kitchen, Sam keeping pace behind him.

---

The cooks in the kitchen looked up as Sammy entered the small kitchen. Five Vortigaunts had been issued the job of making dinner for the entire base and were in the process of creating the meal. Sam was met by smiles from the aliens.

"The Samantha Freeman." One Vort called out, his many brows frowning under his tall chef hat. "Are you not punished?"

"They let me out," she lied. "I'm a little thirsty."

The Vortigaunt smiled as he raised his hands into the air.

"Ah, of course. Would you like some water?"

Sam nodded. "Yes, please." The girl climbed on the nearest stool, resting her chin on the long kitchen counter. The Vortigaunt produced a glass cup from one of the cupboards, filling it with water from a tap. The glass was handed to Sam, who gulped down the liquid in seconds. The Vortigaunt grumbled in admiration.

"I trust that the water was satisfactory?"

Sammy wiped some excess water from her lips with her sleeve. "Yes, thank you." She dropped from the stool and waved goodbye, which was replied by more waves. She rejoined D0g, who stood guard outside the cooking area.

"I just want to see Uncle Izzy real quick." She smiled up at her companion, hoping to stall her way from going back to her room. D0g knew this and argued, pointing back the way they came. The little girl hugged his arm, staring affectionately into his eye.

"He's not that far. Just a couple of doors down! It'll only take a second."

If D0g could, he would have rolled his eyes. But he nodded in submission. The pair traveled deeper into the base, towards Dr. Kleiner's lab.

---

Samantha tapped on the lab door a few times, pressing her ear against the metal bulkhead, listening for any sounds. No sound came. She slowly pulled at the door's latch and the door moved outward. D0g waved his hands in disagreement, but she just smiled.

"It's okay, D0g. You stay here."

She poked her head through the door, looking around the large room. Inside, all kinds of trinkets and gadgets lined long metal tables. Near the corner of the room, Kleiner sat . . .his face lying on his desk. Loud snoring sounds emitted from his throat. Sam turned back to D0g with a grin on her face.

"He's sleeping! I'm going in."

D0g was about to pull her away from the door when she quickly slipped in, disappearing behind the door.


	2. Chapter 2

Samantha silently crouched behind long tables, trying to sneak up on her Uncle. Each loud snore that erupted from Kleiner almost brought the little girl to laugh, but she composed herself, keeping quiet. She peered over the table, spotting a rare treasure: Kleiner's glasses. He had taken them off before falling asleep. She smiled, knowing that if she "borrowed" them, she would accomplish a significant task. Usually, the glasses never left his face, leaving the young girl unable to try them on. Now, she had a chance to test the spectacles.

She crouched forward, silently approaching behind the sleeping scientist. The glasses became within reach and Sam gracefully swiped them off of the desk without making a single noise. She retreated, moving back towards one of the tables. She examined the glasses. The lenses were huge and thick, lined with black plastic. She rested them on her own nose, squinting as her vision became blurry. She was unable to spot the figure entering the room.

"Samantha . . . Eli . . . Freeman." The voice rang out, reprimanding.

Sam's heart jumped, the excitement now gone. Now, she was afraid. She dropped the glasses and turned. Gordon Freeman stood in the doorway of the lab, his lips pursed together and an eyebrow cocked in frustration. Behind his glasses, Sam could see disappointment in his eyes. And he had used her middle name. That was a bad sign.

Her father was wearing a blue jumpsuit with the top half unzipped and dangling behind his legs, revealing the dirty white tee shirt covering his torso. Now she knew she was in deep trouble. These were his work clothes and she had inturupted his job.

Samantha nervously smiled as her father flipped the lights back on.

"Isaac!" Gordon called out. The older scientist awoke with a gasp, unaware of his guests. "Thank you for finding Sam."

Kleiner stared at Gordon for a moment, still confused.

"Um," He stuttered. "Y-your welcome?"

He looked back and forth from Gordon to Sam, trying to figure out what was going on. Before he could ask, Gordon lifted his hand towards his daughter.

"C'mon. Mom's waiting."

Sam rose from the floor and walked towards her father, her head bowed in shame. She quickly placed Kleiner's glasses back onto the desk like before and exited the room with Gordon.

---

Outside, there was no one in the halls. Only Gordon and Sammy. 'D0g had probably gone to tell mom and dad,' She thought angrily. 'That poop-head.' Gordon's long strides were hard to keep up with her short legs. She glanced up at her father's face, which was still hard as a stone and staring only forward. This was a bad sign. She knew. If her daddy was ignoring her, it was for good reasons. Usually, he was very quiet, which annoyed her sometimes, but still loved his caring personality. After minutes of excruciating silence, Sam spoke softly under her breath.

"I'm sorry, daddy. I just wanted to have an adventure."

Gordon looked down at his daughter, but didn't say anything, his face still stern. Sam continued.

"I wanted to have an adventure like the ones you and mommy had."

Now, his face turned into a different emotion Sam didn't recognize. He resumed his staring forward.

"Those adventures were a bit different." He whispered. His eyes directed to his daughter again, a bit more lively now, but his voice still strict. "You can have adventures, just not while you are being punished. I don't want to see you anywhere near those vents again. Understood?"

Sam's nodded her head, diverting her eyes to the floor. "Yes, daddy."

"Okay." He suddenly scooped the girl up into his arms. She giggled at the quick motion and cradled her head on his shoulder. He spoke softer into her ear.

"And I don't want you to tell mommy how you learned about the vents."

A confused look crossed her face.

"You mean, you telling me . . ."

"Shhhhhh." He brought his finger up to his lips, trying to conceal a smile. "It'll be a secret. Okay?"

"Okay."

Gordon gazed into Sam's eyes, grinning. He marveled at how she looked so much like her mother. She was like a little Alyx clone. She had the same coffee colored skin along with the short, black hair that stuck out in the back. The only piece of him in her was Sam's eyes, which were sparkling green.

"C'mon, Dad!" She tugged at his shirt. "Mommy is waiting."

---

Gordon opened the bulkhead leading into their "apartment", beckoning the little girl in. As Sam walked into the room, she spotted her mother sitting at the dinning table . . . angry. Alyx rose from her seat, sporting the same face that Gordon had given earlier. Her arms were crossed over her chest and her eyes followed Sam all the way up to her position. Samantha stood in front of her mother, her eyes still on the floor.

"So," Alyx quipped. "What happened?"

Sam shifted her weight nervously.

"Nothin." She whispered.

Alyx's brow rose, signaling that she was not amused. She knelt to the floor, becoming level with the child. "Nothin' huh? Aren't you supposed to stay in your room?"

Sam knew the answer to the obvious question.

"Yes."

"That's right. How did you get out of your room?"

"The vents." Sam's eyes grew wide as she realized what she had said. Behind her, Gordon grew nervous himself. Alyx just sent a small glare at her husband, but continued to reprimand Sammy.

"Alright. You know you have to stay in your room longer now? You're still being punished."

Sam's lip pouted out as frustration kicked in. But, she knew she had done wrong.

"Yes, mommy."

"Now, go back to your room."

She obeyed, but put a bit of stomp in her footsteps before entering her bedroom. After the little girl's bulkhead door was closed, Gordon shot a nervous smile at Alyx. She didn't respond with the same enthusiasm.

"How did she learn about the vents?" She asked calmly.

The smile melted off of his face.

"Um. I think I told her some stories about Barney and I back at Black Mesa. You know . . . the whole vent . . . thing."

Alyx rubbed her hands over her eyes, giving out a small sigh.

"Gordon, what if she got hurt?"

It was Gordon's turn to stare at the floor.

"I know. It was my fault. I'm sorry. No more stories"

Alyx marveled at how adorable Gordon looked when he was vulnerable. She gave a small smirk and walked closer to her husband, grasping his hands.

"We just have to be careful, okay? We're both new at this parenting thing." She kissed his forehead. "You can tell her stories. Just wait a few years, till she's older. 'Kay?"

Gordon smiled, nodding his head in agreement. He gave out a small grumble.

"I have to go back to work. Are you going to be okay here?"

"Should be. Have fun!" She gently kissed Gordon before he exited the room.

Gordon walked out the door; glad he had escaped an argument. Whenever Alyx was angry, which was rare . . . it was usually bad news for his wellbeing.

---

Sam sat on her bed, the exact place she had been sitting earlier. In her mind, frustration tried to pin her punishment on somebody else. Her mind picked D0g.

"D0g did this." She folded her arms and lifted her nose up in the air. "I will never talk to him again. That will show him."

A soft tap reverberated from her door.

"Come in," she called out.

Alyx popped her head in, making sure she wasn't interrupting anything.

"Hey, Honey. You doing okay?"

The little girl nodded, pitiful. Alyx walked into the room and sat next to Sam.

"So . . . What did you do today?"

Sam shrugged.

"Nothin."

"Nothing, huh? You sure? No adventures?"

Sammy's eyes lit up, hearing the word 'adventure'.

"Well . . ." She spilled the story out, telling her mom about the vent, the kitchen and the heist of Kleiner's glasses. Alyx smiled, remembering her childhood similar to Sam's experiences.

"You know, tomorrow, when you can come out of your room, we can have a day to ourselves. Girls day out."

Sam's eyes grew wide again, excitement taking hold of her.

"Really!"

"Yep. I need to run some errands, so you can come with me." Alyx ran her gloved hand through Sam's hair, giving her forehead a small kiss. "But you have to be good between now and then. Okay?"

"Yes! I will!" The little girl was now practically jumping on the bed. Alyx laughed at the sight.

"Alright, settle down. It's time for bed, anyway."

Sam stopped jumping and gave out a groan.

"Can't I stay up for a few more minutes?"

Alyx shook her head. "Nope."

"What about dinner?"

"What about it?"

"Can I have some?"

"We already ate dinner!"

"I mean, a tasty dinner."

Alyx's hands rested on her hips, grinning from ear to ear. "What are you trying to say?"

"I just want some real food." Sam giggled. Alyx's mouth opened in fake shock, causing Sam to laugh even more.

"Well, I'm sorry, princess. I'll try to make dinner more to your liking next time." Alyx joked as she tickled Sammy's sides. The little girl laughed so loud that D0g peeked his head through the front door of the apartment.

"It's alright, D0g!" Alyx called through the bedroom door, trying to keep her own laughter low. "We're just having fun." She turned to face Sam, bringing her nose close to the girl's nose. "Now, get in bed."

Sam grinned. "Okay."

Alyx watched as her daughter snuggled under the blankets, burrowing her head into some pillows. She flipped the switch, cutting off the light source. Through the darkness, Sam could see the outline of her mother in the doorframe.

"Goodnight, Sam." Alyx called out through the darkness.

"Goodnight."

---

_Okay, end of part 1. The next part will go in-depth of what the rebel's are doing after the fall of the Combine. Yes, I know this is more like a children's story, but I still think it's fun. Alyx and Sam are going to run some errands in the next one, by the way. :)_ _Sounds exciting, right?_


End file.
